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suburbs that are filled with detached villas, not neces-
sarily ugly in themselves, always depress me, if only
because they have such a higgledy-piggledy appear-
ance, no order or dignity about them. Moreover, they
eat up miles of good countryside, of meadow and heath
and woodland, making the town go straggling on and
on in the dreariest fashion. I like town and I like
country, but I must confess that I do not like this half-
and-half stuff, neither one nor the other, these hillsides
crazily dotted with villas, each bearing a meaningless
name. What is wrong with little terraces and crescents
and the like? They must be easier to build, and they
are certainly better to look at. Most of us have lived
in one of them at some time or other and found there
was nothing wrong with houses built on this plan.
Indeed, I am told they have certain advantages, being
easier to warm and so forth. I believe that the best
small houses built since the war, the model dwellings,
were devised on this plan, arranged in short terraces
or round three sides of a square. That is how civilized
people should live, and not be camped each in his own
detached bit of ugliness. Does not this, then, suggest
a possible compromise between overcrowding and a
countrysides peppered with brick boxes? I ask the
^question out of my ignorance, wistfully.

Here is another. How is it that we are not for ever
talking about houses and housing? Is it because those
of us who do so much of the talking about things
happen to be fairly comfortably and conveniently
housed ourselves? I am not going to say how large